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Thus does Bernard introduce his second parable, with a panorama of the unending battle between the powers of this world. Presumably aimed at the edification of the claustral population at its broadest, 2 the scenery is clear-cut and the epic robust. All evil is subsumed under the locale of Babylon, everything good under that of Jerusalem. Between the two places a battlefield is laid out, on which takes place a veritable 1 "Inter Babylonem et Ierusalem nulla est pax, sed guerra continua. Habet unaquaeque civitas regem suum. Rex Ierusalem Christus Dominus est, rex Babylonis Diabolus. Et cum alterum in iustitia, alterum semper in malitia regnarere delectet, rex Babylonis quos potest de civibus Ierusalem per ministros suos, scilicet spiritus immundos, seducere, ut servire eos faciat iniquitati ad iniquitatem, in Babylonem trahit." Parabola [Par.] 2.1, in Bernhard von Clairvaux: Sämtliche Werke, ed. Gerhard Winkler et al., 10 vols (Innsbruck, 1990-99), 4:818; Sancti Bernardi Opera, 8 vols (Rome, 1957-77) psychomachia between two armies of personified virtues and vices. This battlefield is at once man himself, claimed by good and evil, and a framework within which man manoeuvres between different dispositions. The spatial layout gives corporeality to the doctrine, and the two cities give orientation to the narrative plot.
But the dichotomy between Babylon and Jerusalem is also elaborated along more sophisticated lines and in quite different kinds of text. An instance is Bernard's handling of the divergence between the dwelling-place of the bridegroom and that of the bride in the 33rd sermon on the Song of Songs, which revolves around Song 1:6. 3 The preacher oscillates between two places: on the one side, the bridegroom's locus, ( felix regio), a "place of rest, of security, of exultation, of wonder, of overwhelming joy," 4 on the other side, the hic et nunc of the bride; that is, of Bernard and his audience:
But alas! unhappy me, far from it as I am, and saluting it from afar [cf. Heb. 11:14] , the very memory of it causes me to weep with the affection expressed by those exiles: "By the waters of Babylon, there we sat down and wept, when we remembered Zion" [Ps. 136:1]. Let me cry out both with the bride and with the Prophet: "Praise your God, O Zion! For he strengthened the bars of your gates; he blesses your sons within you" [Ps. 147:1-2]. Who would not be filled with vehement longing to be fed in that place, on account of its peace, on account of its richness, on account of its super-abundance? There one experiences neither fear nor distaste, nor any want. Paradise is a safe dwelling-place, the Word is sweet nourishment, eternity is wealth beyond calculation.
